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Bergeret. " Do you remember it, Zoe ? Mother,
who allowed nothing to be wasted, used to collect
all the silver paper round the bars of chocolate, and
one day she gave me a pile which pleased me as
much as if it had been a magnificent present. I
gummed it to the leaves of an old adas and made it
into helmets and cuirasses. One day when Cousin
Paul came to dinner I gave him one of these sets of
armour, a Saracen's, and put the other on myself: it
was the armour of St. Louis* If one goes into the
matter, neither Saracens nor Christian knights wore
such armour in the thirteenth century, but such
a consideration did not trouble us, and I took
Damietta.

"That recollection reminds me of the cruellest
humiliation of my life. As soon as I had made
myself master of Damietta, I took Cousin Paul
prisoner and tied him up with skipping-ropes ; then
I pushed him with such enthusiasm that he fell on
his nose, uttering piercing shrieks in spite of his
courage. Mother came running in when she heard
the noise, and when she saw Cousin Paul bound and
prostrate on the floor she picked him up, kissed
him and said : c You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, Lucien, to hit a child so much smaller than
yourself/ And as a matter of fact Cousin Paul, who
never grew very big, was then very small. I did
not say that it had happened in the wars. I said